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FRED, YOU'RE KEEPING THEY 
WHOLE NEIGHBORHOOP 
AWAKE ! i 


A Sir! e | 
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WHA) Yr MUST 7ELL you 4 ( HAT ‘ BUNS FROM NOW Nyon PRACTICE.) 
TAT PORE z PouenNe ING SEEN BUN Z / OUTSIDE! GO ON++.MOVE 
Freo! "THOSE STUFIP DRUMS? 
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/ Pas HOPS 1 I DON'T 


PO PPPs. ie 


lit s0uNDs LIKE, P C'MON, 
YA GONNA PRACTICE ) YEAR! wry? yA Mk ee” ANUMBE 
DRUMMIN IN THE © GOT ANY 4 oe, TooeTHER! 
YARD, FRED = OBJECTIONS = easy 


SOMETHING TERRIBLE IS_, 


IN 
'PENING 


= DON'T WORRY ABOUT 
=~ 1T. YOU WON'T BE 
THE LODGE DANCE); OUT, OF JAIL BY 
NEXT WEEK! i ~~ THEN ! 
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SOUNDS 
LIKE BE! 
GOOPRO: 
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AWRIGHT, AWRIGHT » ENOUGH (on Yer Feet, You two! Your 
ALREADY! IT'S PAST YOUR, WIVES 
BEPDIE-BYE TIME, KIDDIES ! 
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CAME DOWN AND BAILED 


COME ON, FRED! BETTY) THANKS, HON.-+ } 
ANC T PUT U H...WHAT A 
é BAIL FOR 
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-WILMA AND I SORT 
OF THOUGHT IT UP AND TOOK 
IT AROUND 10 GET EVERY— 
ONE'S SIGNATURES } 


I_KNEW THERE'D GE AN THEY'VE BEEN 
Ageu OVER SOMETHING, \ TWENTY-NINE 
WILMA! I CION'T THINK (Tt THEY MAY 
WOULD BE ABOUT WHO'D RECORD SET LAST YEAR. ++ 

DRIVE THECAR! pp 


y HOWDYA LIKE 
TAUS, SHORTY 2 


L AIN'T GOIN’ Ni 
WITH PAREAD. FRED og 


OH WELL . THEY LL BEY WELL HAVE A MAYBE IT'S 
OVER I, ITN AN aroue BA AE YARD has SERIOUS | 


*Y" Me. RUBBLE TMeNDE eimmey | WY 
THIS is BMY WIFE, ZAZA: I TELEPHONED Peery SURE W 
ALITTLE WHILE AGO ! As AL 
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000 LUCK, MR. 
GIMMEY ! You'Re ff 
\ GONNA WEED 17! 


HI, THERE, NEIGHBOR! ) DUH. ‘MW SO GLAD WE HAVE 
IM CLYDE AND SHE'S _ACLYDE! HOWDY, IGHBORS, 
ZAZA! = ZAZA! 


| REDHEADED WoMeN FRED SEEMS TO 


REALLY TURN 
‘ON, Wi 


PREFER BLONDES, 
ILMA CLYDE! 


THIS IS NICE! L KNOW }\/“Z/M SURE FRED WON'T MIND CUTTING 
IT OUGHT TO MOW MY ‘} YOUR GRASS FOR YOU, CLYDE ! 


(tmuoran’ \ 
(tuirsty! ) 


F-WILKIA GOT A NERVE 
SAVIN! 10 MOW , 
GIMMEY’S LAWN: 


Fe ook 
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[POOR FREDDIKINS 1S ALL \/ \| [20ES FREDDIKINS WANT SOME 
SWEATY | ARE YOU TIRED, OF ZAZA'S LEMONADE ¥ DOES 
FREDPIKINS = 
EY — = 4. 
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I PRACTICALLY HAVE TO STARVE It'S UNUSUAL DO FIND A BEAUTIFUL 
FREDDIKINS FOR A WEEK TO GET | | WOMAN WHO 1S ALSO A TERRIFIC 
HIM TO MOW LAWN ! ZAZA'S ~ 

| AREAL CONARTIST ! 


CLYDE 7R/ES HARD, FREDDIKINS.-. 
BUT HE'S JUST NOT CLEVER = 
WITH HIS HANDS LIKE 


ZAZA AND I THINK 
YOUAND FRED ARE 
THE NICEST PEOPLE 
WE'VE EVER MET! 


\ IO NEVER 90 THIS 


FOR THAT DIMWITTED 
BLONDE BUT CLYDE 


ISSUCH A NICE 
FELLOWS 1 


I HATE TO COMPLAIN, ~ 


4 ZAZA, BUT THAT SHIRT 


YOU IRONED FOR ME 
IS ALL WRINKLES! 


SOAMI! THAT DUMB: 
BLONDE DOESN'T KNOW 
BEANS ABOUT KEEPING 

HOUSE, FRED! 


\ DUH.-. YA SEE, 


FRED, T/LL NEED. 
CAR TOMORROW ve ere I 


SOUNDS LIKE OUR NEIGHBORS. 
WONDER WHAT CLYDE WANT: 
TA BORROW THIS TIME 2 


YOU DION'T REALIZE HOW BAD 

HEY WERE, FREDDIKINS | I HURT 

MY'NECK AND POOR 

CLYDE'S BACK 

GE PERMANEN 
INJURED }-. 


THAT'S A SHAME, CLYDE } COMEIN! 
TAKE ARED'S' CHAIR, IT'S 
COMFORTABLE | 
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‘pear, peace! meecy Me! 
OHAMY! YOUR NECK 
Mav BE BUSTED! T 
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BARNEY, 1 WOz ALLY, 
NO RIGHT TA PICK ON YALL 


Asa 
GCATCHE 


“ MNS TOME (eae eaesY)— 
DOSCATICHER ' 


ANO, NOW FOR ELECTION RESULTS! 

FoR! (YOR, CHARLES STONEHEAO 
3A21 oe eee ree! 

ALBERT ROCKBRAIN GOT 2,799 VOT! 


FOR TREASURER, NORMAN 
HIRENE evel ere 
1,877 VOTES! 


INA VERY CLOSE ELECTION, 
FRED FLINTSTONE WON BY 
ONE Vote! 


AS A MATTER OF FACT, 
NO irr RAN AGAINST. 
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I DON'T WANT PEOPLE ) GO AHEAD, MAKE 
CALLING ME MRS. FUN+«. BUT TLL 
DOGCATCHER, FRED! BE MAKING 
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WOT A G00D- ) UH... MAYBE 
JOB WON'T 


[ T/L. USE THE DOScATCHER'S 
TRUCK, BARNEY ! WE'LL START 
WORK TOMORROW MORNING! 


WELL... ret, 
6NE ITATRY. 


Aww, FRED. My 
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HOME TO MAMA! 
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GOTTA ROUND UPAT 
ANIMALS A DAY 
OR THEY'LL FIRE US! 
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“Cruncher McSkater stinks! He can’t roller skate! 

um out of the rink and out of the game! Boo, 
Boo!’ bellowed Fred Flintstone as he sat 

ringside at the Bedrock Rock Roller Derby Rink. 

Fred and Wilma Flintstone and Betty and Barney 
Rubble always went to the Rock Reller Derby games. It 
was one of their favorite.pastimes. 

Betty, Barney and Wilma always cheered for the 
home team, The Bedrock Boulder Breakers’| Fred 
rooted for the Bedrock’Team, but he always bocea 
Cruncher McSkater, the team captain. 

Cruncher was rough, mean and tough. Most of the 
fans were afraid of Cruncher; but Fred watn’t. He liked 
to beo and boo and boo because it made Cruncher 
furious! 4 


“Cruncher can’t skate! McSkater stinks! Cruncher is 
e burnt? yelled Fred dot the top of his lungs. Fred 
wanted te make dure that Cruncher heard every, nasty 
remark that he made. 

Everytime McSkater skated past Fred; Fred insulted 
him. Everytime Fred insulted him, Cruncher growled 
angrily. Everytime Cruncher went around the rink, he 
got madder and madder and madder! - 

“You'd better stop booing Cruncher; Fred!” Barney 
advised his best buddy. “McSkater looks like he’s 
ready to explode! He might come over the rail after 
you!”’ Barney said warning Fred of the danger he was 
in. 5 
“Let Cruncher explode,” replied Fred. “McSkater is 
nothing but a big bag of het air anyway!” 


“You'd better be careful, Fred,” Wilma sdid. “Your 
big, Sat ect Hie fa Oey Veet es ten beer tere 
troublel”” 

“Wilma is right,“ agreed Betty. “Stop beeing and 

start cheering before Cruncher leses his temper!’ 
‘ “€runcher doesn't scare me!” boasted 
Fred at the top of his lungs. “I can reck roller skate 
batter than that big ape can. | can skate better than 
McSkater — blindfolded!” 

When Cruncher heard Fred Flintstone bragging, he 
lost contre of himself, He screeched te a stop in the 


middle of the race and skated over to the rail near. 


Fred started to shake when he saw Cruncher coming 
toward him, He wished that he'd kept his big mouth 
shut. Now he was really in het water. 

+ Lean, mean, Cruncher McSkater leaned over the rail 
, and stared at fat Fred Flintstene. Fred was trembling 

from head to toe. 
Suddenly,’ the entire building became silent. 
Everyone watched and waited. 

Angrily, Cruncher pointed at Fred. “! heard what 
yeu sald, you big tub of lard!" growled Cruncher. “You 
sald that yeu can rock roller skate better than | can — 
blindfelded! That’s a challenge and! accept it! Be here 
tomerrew at four o'clock! We'll see who is the better 
skater, All you have to bring Is your bedy. I'll provide 
the’ skates and the blindfeld!” 

Everyone was walting. They were waiting to see 
what Fred would do. All of Fred's friends were at the 
arena. They wendered if he weuld- back down. 

‘What's the matter, Fatse?” laughed Cruncher. 
“Are you chicken!” 

Fred gulped. He couldn't back down now. Everyone 
In Bedrock would laugh at him. He had to accept the 
Cruncher’s challenge! 

“I'll ba here tomorrow!” he stammered nervously. 
Geenen laughed, skated away and the race began. 

in. 73 
“What are you going to de now, Fred?” Barney 
whispered to his flabby friend. “You can’t even stand 
up on tock roller skates!” 

Fred shrugged his shoulders. “No one, not even 
Wilma, knows thet | can’t skate, lean’ back down, I'll 


just have te try my hardest and hope for the best!” 


= ~ 


The following afternoon, Fred, Barney, Wilma and 
Betty went to the Rock Roller Rink. Cruncher McSkater 
and half of the town were there waiting for them. 

Silently, Fred and Barney climbed into the rink. 
Barney helped Fred put on the skates that Cruncher 
gave | . Fred was almost ready to go. All he needed 
was a blindfold, Fred would skate first. Then, It would 
be Cruncher’s turn to skate. $ 

“1'll put on his blindfold,” said McSkater ashe tieda 
rag around Fred’s head. When Flintstone’s eyes were’ 
covered, Cruncher gave Fred a shove onto the track. 

Around and Ground the track Fred sped. Somehew, 
he luckily managed te stay on his feet. Time after time 
he almost fell, but no one realized he was in trouble, tn 
fact, they thought he was performing difficult tricks 
and they applauded his efforts. . 

Finally, Pred skidded off of the track inte Barney's 
arms. Everyone cheered os Fred pulled off his 
blindfold, rey 

“Yeu win!" said McSkater. “I’m net even going to 
try to beat you. ! couldn't do these fancy tricks!" 

“You're sport,’ Fred said to Cruncher as they 
shook hands. “From now on, I’m geing to cheer for 
youl” 

Cruncher left. Then, Fred bent over and whispered 
to Barney. “Get these skates off of me before | kill 


myselfl”’ he said. 


